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"For the last fucking time, Jeff-!" Eric wasn't quite sure what the occasion was. He usually only had to fend 
the guitarist off four, five times a day. This was the seventh. No ..eighth. He slapped away roaming hands and 
skipped up from the table, promptly banging his knee. "Shit-!" 


"Ooh now that had to hurt," Jeff helped 


"Not as much as some things," Eric muttered, throwing himself into neutral long enough to rub the spot, 


glaring up at Jeff as he bent down to do so. 
"While you're down there..." Jeff took a drag off his cigarette and stepped forward. 
Eric wheeled into reverse again, promptly tripping over a chair and catching his side on the kitchen counter. 


"You must be tense, dude." Jeff was still coming at him leisurely, and Eric couldn't seem to pull himself up. Oh 
the things he went through daily--just to save his ass. Literally. 


Eric considered calling for help. Surely, Fred was off playing video games in the bedroom or Tom was tuning his 
guitar on a bunk..He could probably get someone's attention, couldn't he?? Oh well sure he could And Jeff could 
laugh his ass off. But to be rescued would be to admit defeat. Eric couldn't allow that! 

Listen, midget-", Eric waved a drum stick at him as he resorted to his usual defensive tactic. Jeff's eyes 
narrowed but that grin was still there, all over his face. One of those grins that told Eric just exactly who was 
winning. 

‘Its been days," he pushed. 

"Good," Eric retorted, "We're making progress, then" 


"You know you don't even have to moan or anything, man.just lie relatively still. ls that so much to ask??" 


Eric was now moving on to the newer contemplation that knocking the little runt over would give him just 


enough leeway to make it safely into the bedroom, where he could bar the door. 
"Better not think so hard, blondie. You might just learn yourself something...” 


Eric rounded the corner to the little steps that led up to the only actual room in the tour bus, carefully 
looking behind him out of the corner of his eye to escape the possibility of tripping himself. 


Jeff's eyes lit up. "Ah so that's where we're going?? Great thinking, Cupcake. You know | think you and | might 


just be on the same page for once... 


Jeff watched in amusement as the blond bombshell tottered up the steps backwards. You'd think it was a 
ladder, the rate he was going. And Eric was still waving that stupid drumstick in his face. 


The heel of his cowboy boot caught on the metal edging of the last step and Eric fell abruptly on his bottom, 
sitting perfectly upright, staring up as Jeff calmly stalked up to his prey. "What, you mean right here, baby??" 
Jeff mocked a look of surprise, bending one hand to his heart, crawling down onto the step below, crouching 
between his legs. 


"Well | suppose if you don't mind a bumpy ride..." 


Eric's eyes were wonderfully wide at this point. He reached up to grasp the handle of the door behind him-the 
gate to his sanctuary-as the opposite hand pushed the drumstick into Jeff's chest. "BACK" He commanded, 
prodding it at him. 


Jeff grasped his wrist and twisted. The stick went clattering to the linoleum floor and Eric produced an "eep" 
before he could stop himself. His hand involuntarily freed, he curled up his fingers, jutted out his claws like a 
cornered tabby cat. He grasped the handle and twisted. Blinked. Twisted the knob again. Blinked again 


No oh shit no. 


Eric's twists became struggled, urgent jiggles as the realization came that the door to the bedroom was..well.. 


quite locked at the moment. 


As the guitarist curled in on him, nipping his throat, tangling both hands in the mass of yellow hair, Eric let 
out an undignified, hurried cry for help. "TOMI?" 


His hand which was free for the moment, whilst the other was being placed in certain areas unmentionable, 
banged repeatedly at the bottom of the door. He heard some shuffling, an interrupted sigh, and finally the door 
opened. The two toppled into the room head first, Jeff still clutching Eric's shoulders. A raised black eyebrow 
greeted them. 


Tom popped a bubble, snapped, chewed and swallowed his gum, slowly removed his headphones and lowered a 
notebook and a pen. "Yeah?" He didn't even blink at Eric's obvious predicament. Eric shamelessly clutched his 
pant leg and tugged gently. 

"Save. Me." 


Tom blinked again before rolling his eyes. He slid his headphones back on while shuffling the Jeff-and-Eric pile 
outside and shutting the door. 


Eric's cries were muffled but still audible. "No, no, Tom no! Hey listen man you gotta let me in! You just gotta 


dragging-off of Jeff's prize progressed. 


Tom shook his head and sat back down on the bed. His love for Eric would have to wait. After all, he was only 


on stanza five of verse two and had yet to work out that damn opening riff. 
"What was all that about do you suppose??" A curly brown head poked out from under the bed. 


Tom sighed. "Oh just Eric and Jeff going at it again" 


Fred giggled. 
Tom grinned at the thought. "Yeah it is pretty funny isn't it?" 
"At Eric's expense?" Fred stuffed a few pretzels into his mouth. "Hell yes." 


"And in any case," Tom muttered, jotting down a few quick side notes on the page, “It IS Jeff's birthday." 


